


Time to Go

by TheOneWithTheScar



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Angst, Hurt-Comfort
Language: English
Characters: Gobber, Hiccup, Stoick
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2013-11-29 04:05:05
Updated: 2015-07-23 02:37:06
Packaged: 2016-04-26 16:36:13
Rating: T
Chapters: 12
Words: 15,135
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Hiccup is tired. He is so tired of people always hating him, looking down on him, treating him like crap. They couldn't care if he died. Hiccup decides to take matter into his own hands. He feels, the only escape, is suicide. But, will the ones he thought hated him come to the rescue? Read to find out.





	1. Chapter 1

**Hey guys! This story may be a little depressing, but I promise you, the end is really good. This was just my point of view of how horrible the village treats Hiccup before he meets Toothless. **

**Chapter 1:**

**It's Time**

I woke up to the roaring of dragons and the screaming of villagers. _Dragon attack _I think, jumping out of bed. My father has already left, obviously.

I run outside of the house, trying not get mowed over or burned to a crisp.

"Get inside!"

"Get out of here!"

"What are you doing out here?"

These are the things the villagers yell at me as I run by. I'm almost at Gobber's place, when suddenly someone grabs me from behind and lifts me off of my feet.

"What? What are ya doin' out here? Who let him out? Get him inside!" My father yells at me and some of the near by villagers, throwing me to the ground. I get up and run towards Gobber's blacksmith shop.

"Ah, nice to see you haven't been carried off," says Gobber as I run into his shop and tie on my apron.

"Who, me? I'm way to muscular for their type. They wouldn't know what to do with all, this," I say, flexing my muscles that I don't have and gesturing to myself.

Gobber grunts. I looked out the small window and see the twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut, Fishlegs, Astrid, and Snotlout all putting out a fire. I so wish I could be like them. Everybody hates me in this village. Nobody cares about me. My own father even hates me. Suicide seems more tempting then ever.

I lean out the window to get a closer look at them, but Gobber takes his hook for a hand, lifts me up and places me in a cornor. "Oh, no you don't," he says.

"Aw, come on! I need to make my mark!"

"You've made plenty of marks!" Says Gobber.

"Not what I meant,"

"Listen, Hiccup. You can't swing a hammer, you can't lift an axe, you can't even use one of these!" He holds up a piece of rope with rocks tied to the end.

"So you're saying I'm completely useless,"

"More or less,"

Yep, suicide looks pretty good right now.

"They need me out there," he says, grabbing a weapon. "You stay. Here. Don't move. Stay," _I'm not a dog _I think. Goober runs out into the battle.

"I'll prove you. " I say. "I'm _not _useless."

I grab the cannon thingy, and run out into the battle. People scream at me to get inside, but I ignore them. It's now or never. I position my cannon over a ledge.

"Come on, come on. Give me something to shoot." I mumble, impatiently.

Then, something flashes across the sky. Night Fury. Perfect! I aim and fire. The shot throws me back, but my aim was perfect. The Night Fury falls down onto the ground miles away.

"Yes! I hit it! Did anybody see that?" Suddenly, a Monstrous Nightmare came up behind me. "You saw that. Great."

Then, dragon flared up, and I ran. I was screaming as it chased me. As it ran after it me, it was destroying everything. I hide behind a wooden column, but wood burns. And dragons breath fire.

Before I knew it, everything was on fire. My dad is going to be furious. Speak of my dad, he comes to the rescue. He clamps the dragon's jaws shut. He looks down on me with pure disappointment.

"Sorry Dad," I say to him. "But, I hit a Night Fury. I swear! Send a search party over to-"

"Stop, just stop. Look what you did. You can't do anything right! Now, I have to clean up this mess."

Gobber comes up behind me and wacks me on the head. Then, the whole entire village shows up. All of the other viking kids sneer and make fun of me for being such a screw up.

"Make sure he gets home. And make sure he stays there!" My father says to Gobber. Gobber pushes me along. Suicide is all that is on my mind right now. I have to do it. I can't stand it anymore. Nobody would miss me, actually, things would get better. I was the village screw up. If I died, nobody would care.

My house comes into view.

"He's always looking at me with this disappointed scowl." I tell Gobber, "Like somebody cheated him and took all of the meat out of his sandwhich. Excuse me bar tender, I believe you've brought me the wrongs offspring. I wanted a big and beefy boy, with extra guts and glory on the side! This here, this is a talking fish bone!"

"No, no. You're think ing of it all wrong. It's not what's on the outside that he can't stand, it's what on the inside he hates."

See proof right here. My own father hates me, he wouldn't care if I died.

"Thank you for clearing that up." I say sarcastically.

"Listen, Hiccup-"

"Don't try to make me feel better. "

I open the door to go inside, but I turn around to Gobber.

"Thanks, for, you know. Taking care of me. My dad kinda just dumped me on you. I'm sorry. You won't have to deal with me anymore."

Gobber gives me a puzzled expression, but before I can say anything, I go into my house. It's time. I'm done. I'm throwing in the towel. In a few hours, I'll be with my mom. I just can't take it anymore. I can feel it.

My time has come to die.

**I know, depressing, and it's not word for word from the movie, but pretty close. Please review! **


	2. Underwater Good-bye

**Hey guys! I probably won't incorporate Toothless into the story. I just have another vision. I own nothing. Thanks for the reviews.**

**Chapter 2:**

**Under water; Good bye**

I run upstairs to my room. I grab out some paper and something to write with. I start to write. The first one I address to is my father. I tell him I'm sorry for doing this, but you and the village drove me to it. _I'm going to see Mom, _I write _She'll take good care of me._ The second one I write to is Gobber. I say to him thank you for taking care of me when no one else wanted to. I'm sorry for doing this, and sorry I was dumped onto you. You didn't deserve that. I also write thank you for listening to all of my problems even though you probably never wanted to hear it. Then I write a few more letters to a few more people. Short ones, apologizing and sharing memories. Soon, I'm done.

I take a deep breath in. I'm finally going to be free. No more yelling. No more screwing things up. No more disappointed scowls. No more pain.

I go outside and fill the bath tub up with water. The water is freezing, but I don't care. I fill it all the way up. I'm in my backyard, where no one will see me. Hopefully, I'll be floating there for over and hour. That's my goal.

I decided to drown myself. If I went into the forest and hung myself, then they would have to get me down and it would take a long time to find me. I could jump, but there might be a chance I'll survive. Besides, they might not find me. Drowning is perfect. My body will be perfectly preserved. All they have to do is take me out and put me in the ground. Simple as that.

I jump in the tub fully clothed. I don't want them looking at my naked body. I don't want them to see my scars, I don't want that all. If I'm fully clothed, they don't even have to dress me up nice and fancy the way they do with other people. I'll be buried by sundown today.

I look up at the sky one last time._ No turning back_ I think. I'm ready. I'm going to see Mom. I'm going to be free. I take a deep breath and pull my head under the water. I wait. I listen to my heart beating. The freezing cold water is slowly making an effect on my body. After 15 seconds, my lungs scream for air. But, I refuse to come up. My vision starts to blur and my head is pounding.

I think about how the town will react when they find my dead body floating in the tub. They'll all throw a party, probably. My dad will wrap me up in a blanket, put me in the ground, or put me in a boat at sea, or something, say a few words, and then go have a drink with Gobber. Everybody will have a big celebration when they find out I'm dead. I just know it.

I only have a few more seconds left of my life. I'm so close. Darkness surrounds me. I'm dying. I'll be dead in less than eight seconds. Why is it taking so long? I should be dead by now. All well, I only have five seconds until my heart stops beating. Four. Three. I'm so close to death. Two. One. Mom, here I come. But, before my heart stops, a hand reaches down into the water and grabs my arm. It pulls me to the surface. I'm dead. The hand is death reaching for me. Suddenly, I'm on the ground. Somebody is hitting my back.

"Breath Hiccup! Come on!" Someone is yelling in my ear. I take a gulp of air. Am I dead? Probably. Nobody in their right mind would try to save me.

But from the lack of oxygen, I'm surrounded by darkness and and know no more.

"He tried to kill himself, Stoick!"

"I know, I read the letter,"

"We pushed him too far,"

"I'm just glad you got there in time,"

"Did I? I don't know how long he was underwater!"

"Well, he's alive and breathing. You did well Gobber."

"You think he'll be alright?"

"Gothi says that he will be. I'll just have to be more gentle with him. I'm a horrible father. I drove my own son to his death,"

"He's alive,"

"Barely! He tried to drown himself!"

"Yes, he tried. He was not successful."

"Still, he tried! That's all I need,"

I heard these voices go back and forth for the past ten minuets. What had happened? Was I not successful? If I wasn't, I was dead meat. Everything hurt. I groaned at the pain.

"Hiccup?" One of the voices said, "Come on wake up. Wake up Son." Someone was grasping my hand, while another hand was gently caressing my face.

I opened my eyes. It was bright out outside. It was in the afternoon. I could see it though my window.

I was bundled up in blankets all the way up to my chin. Gobber stood at my left and my father stood at my right. Actually, they weren't standing, they where kneeling, watch over me.

"What, what happened?" I say as I sit up in bed, rubbing my head. I had a terrible head ache.

"You've been unconscious for three days," My father tells me, taking his hand and putting it underneath my lower back for support.

"Three days?" I say. It had been three days since I tried to kill myself? Seriously?

"Hiccup, do you remember anything?" Gobber asks me. All of a sudden, everything came back me. Gobber had pulled me out of the tub. He was the one who was pounding on my back, trying to get me to breath.

"Yeah, I remember," I say.

"How do you feel?" My father asks me with worried eyes. He takes one of massive hands and places it on my skinny stick of an arm.

"Fine," I lie, "I'm fine,"

My dad doesn't believe my lie, but doesn't ask any further questions.

"you gave us quite a scare there, Hiccup," Gobber says as he ruffles my hair.

"Who's 'us'," I ask him. Who in the world would be worried about me? I thought they would all be sad because I didn't die.

"Why the village, of course! Haven't been able to get a thing done. They're always coming by asking us how you're doing. We can finally tell them you're awake," Gobber tells me, taking the hand from my hair and putting it on my shoulder.

No way, that couldn't be. I thought the village would be upset because I didn't die. I thought they would get more things done with out me here, that their lives would be better without me in it. Gobber has to be lying. But, as he tells me this, he doesn't seem to be lying. He's telling the truth.

"Speaking of it, I should probably go tell them right now," Gobber says, eyeing my dad like this was all part of some plan. As soon as Gobber left the room, my dad picks me up and pulls me into a bone-crushing hug.

"Oh, thank the Gods, you're ok, you're alright," my dad mutters. I don't do anything. First of all, I can't, because I'm squished up against my father's chest, and second I don't know what to do. That wasn't the reaction I was expecting.

My dad pulls me closer to his chest, and he won't let me go. I end up falling asleep on his chest. Between the warmth of his body heat and how comfortable his hug is, I drift off into a peaceful sleep.

**Thanks for reading guys! I'm putting my Christmas decorations up tomorrow, so I might not write at all. Hoped you like this chapter, please review!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Hey guys! Sorry this took so long! But, here you go, Chapter 3! I own nothing.**

**Chapter 3**

**A New Beginning **

I woke up in the same place as I fell asleep. In my dad's arms. I was confused, but then I remember what I had done. I had tried to kill myself. I had tried to free myself from the bullying, the self harm, the self hate, all of the pain. I was worthless, useless, unlovable, an anorexic freak, a cutter. I had tried to die. Key word: tried.

Nope, I wasn't successful. Great, you know what that means: explanation. I've got a lot of explaining to do. Great, just great.

"Glad to see you're awake," a voice said. I looked up, and as it turns out, my dad had watched me the entire time I had slept. He probally stayed awake to make sure I didn't sneak out and try to kill myself again. It would make him look bad.

"Uh, yeah..." I trailed off. I attempted to get out of his arms, but my dad had other plans for me. He turned me around to where I was facing him, then he grabbed my face and forced me to look at him. The thing is, my dad has a really big hand, so when he grabs my face, he grabs all of it, hard. My cheeks where pushed together so hard I couldn't talk.

"Going somewhere?" He asked, raising an eyebrow. I tried to shake my head no, but his grip was too tight for movement.

"Hiccup, why? Was it all of the times I yelled at you? You had me scared to death. I was fixing up the village after the attack, when I noticed a crowd gathering at the back of the house. I ran over, and Gobber meets up with me. He couldn't even get the words out of his mouth, Hiccup. He was white as a sheet, and his eyes where full of fear. He was only able to say your name. Everybody kept repeading it, and I hoped to the gods, you where ok. People where crying, and then a stretcher appears out of the crowd, with a blanket over to it, and I move the blanket. And there you are. Dead. Lying on that stretcher, blank expression. Hiccup, oh God, Hiccup. Then, they tell me you have a heartbeat, and I could have jumped 15 feet. I, we, thought you where gone. Then, I see the tub of water, and I understand. You tried to drown yourself? If Gobber hadn't gone to check on you, you would have been dead. He said that your hint got him worried. So, he went to check on you, and found you unconscious in the bathtub. He dragged you out, trying to get you to breathe. And then after it all, we find your letters to all of us. Hiccup, I just, I wish that, Hiccup-" his voice cracked, and he pulled me close to his chest. He stroked my hair, I guess reminding himself that I was still here. He hugs me tightly. Too tight.

"Dad," I choke out. "Dad, you're hurting me,"

He loosened his grip on me, but not too much. He cradles my face in his hands and never takes his eyes away from me.

"Why?" He asks me. I sigh. Explaining time.

"Because, because I just didn't want to live anymore, Dad. I have nothing to live for. I'm Hiccup the Useless. Nobody cares about me, and, I thought I was doing everybody a favor by getting out of the picture."

I stare at the ground. Every word I said was true. I was Hiccup the Useless. I'm useless, worthless, stupid, I've been called these names all my life.

"I love you, Hiccup." My father tells me.

"No you don't," I say to him. He looks a bit taken back. "Sooner than soon, everything will go back to normal. This little stunt I pulled is only going to get me so far. I'm going to be the laughing stock of the village. The boy who couldn't kill anything, not even himself. I'm going back to square one. "

"Oh, you think the village is happy about what you did? Think again, Hiccup. The whole village is distressed. They blame themselves."

I don't look at my father. He's lying. He has to be. Why would the village care if I die? Why would my father care if I died? Gods, it's all so messed up.

I look around my room. My suicide letters are on my desk, sprawled out. The notebook where I wrote all of my suicide thoughts, feelings, anything was wide open. All of my drawings of heaven and angels where up for display. What was going on?

My father noticed where I was looking. "We decided to have a full investigation. We searched your room, your work space at the forge, and every drawer full of anything you owned."

My heart started to thump even louder in my chest. If they searched everything, they saw everything.

"Find anything interesting?" I whisper.

"Actually, we did." My father says in a sarcastic tone, "We found small knives in the drawer of your desk. You said in your notebook they where your 'cutting' knives. We read your letters, every journal entree in your notebook, and we looked at every picture you drew."

"But, the most interesting thing we found," my father says, getting madder, "was the pile of rope in the cornor of your closet, along with a stool. You said in your notebook, it was Plan B."

"Yeah," I say, my voice barely over a whisper, " If the drowning didn't work, I was, uh."

"Go on,"

"I was going to hang myself in my closet."

"That's what I thought." My father says. His expression is hard to read. All I see on his face is pain.

Then, I was squished up against my father's chest again. My father hugged me tightly, kissing my hair, and rubbing small circles on my back.

"I'm so sorry." My father says to me, brushing my bangs out of my eyes. "For everything."

I gave him a small smile.

"Are you hungry?"

I shook my head.

"Hiccup, we know you're anorexic. We read everything! We know you cut, we know you have depression. We know now. No need to hide."

He sat me on his lap. I hated it. I felt seriously uncomfortable sitting on my dad's lap. I tried to move, but he held me down with a firm grip.

"Hiccup, I love you. But, if you refuse to eat, we'll have to force feed you."

I shivered. Four huge Viking men, prying my mouth open, while another one shoves food down my throat. That doesn't sound very fun. But, I still don't want to eat.

"I'm just not hungry." I answer weakly.

My father sighed. "I'd feel better if you ate Hiccup. Just some broth from some soup?"

I shook my head no. "I'm not hungry." My father sighed in frustration.

"You sure are stubborn, you know that?"

"Where do you think I get it from?"

My father smiled at me. He put one of his massive hands underneath my chin so I was forced to look him in the eye.

"Gobber wants to see you sometime today. The healer is coming over in an hour."

I nod.

When the healer came over, Gobber decides to come as well. Great, just great.

The healer looked me up and down, made me lift up my shirt so she could take a look at my stomach, she looked at my thighs, then she checked if I was breathing right. She looked at all of my features. It all seemed pointless to me. Then, Gothi, the healer, started to draw in the pile of sand Gobber had brought for her.

"She says that Hiccup needs to eat more." Gobber says, "She also says he is severely depressed, and that you should take away any sharp object that he could hurt himself with and make sure to keep an eye on him. Since he hasn't been eating, the color of his hair and eyes are starting to fade. Get him out in the sun, and feed him very often."

"Any good news?" My father asked.

"When Hiccup attempted to drown himself, no water got into his lungs. He's breathing perfectly."

My father sighed in relief. "Good, good." He looks at me and gently ruffles my hair.

When the healer leaves, Gobber stays. I seriously don't feel like talking. Especially to him.

"So," Gobber says as he pulls a chair up next to my bed. "How are you?"

"Fine," I whisper. Keeping it small. Just keep it small talk.

"You're father had been a nervous wreck the days you were unconscious."

I nodded.

"Hiccup, you owe me an explanation."

I look up at him. "There's nothing much to explain. I tried to die. End of story."

"Why? Why did you try to die?"

"Because I have no purpose. I thought leaving would be better for everyone."

Gobber looked at me. "I thought you were dead. I ran over to the tub, and there you where. Pale, unconscious, you looked like a corpse. You scared me Hiccup."

"I scared you?"

"Yes. I thought I lost you. We all thought that we lost you."

"Well, I'm here now."

"Let's keep it that way."

"I've really messed up, haven't I?"

"You'll be alright. Few things I have to warn you about. One of the Gothi's assistances is coming down to check out your body. They want to take a look at those scars. Second, your father is ordering a clean out of your room here and at the forge. Making sure nothing is left that you could, well, you know. And third, prepare yourself, because your father is going into protective mode. He's not going to let you out of his sight. So, have fun with that."

I groaned. This. Sucks.

Suddenly, my father appeared in the doorway. "It's time for someone to get some rest." Gobber looked at me and raised is eyebrows. Protective mode. Ug.

Gobber patted me on the shoulder and left the room. My father scooped me up in his arms. My head rested in the crook of his elbow. He began singing to me, once in a while patting my cheek. With in minutes, I was sound asleep.

**Thanks for reading and please review!**


	4. Chapter 4

**Hey guys! Here's another chapter! Now, I'm saying names, but I've been getting bullied for writing this story. If you don't like it, don't read it! Now, on ward with the story...**

**Chapter 4**

**What Are Those Scars From? **

I woke up in my bed with different clothes on. Well, that was weird. Instead of my usual green tunic and brown leggings, someone had changed me into a loose cream colored tunic. And just the tunic.

I groaned.

My dad said he ordered one of Gothi's assistances to check my body out. I hope my dad won't be in the room. I have no idea how he'll react to my self-harm scars. Oh boy, this was going to fun.

I hadn't noticed my dad sitting in the chair beside my bed until I propped myself up on my elbows.

"Hey," I whispered. My dad looked at me with love in his eyes. Weird.

"Good morning. How did you sleep?"

"Fine," I said a little bit louder than a whisper.

"One of Gothi's assistances will be here in 10 minuets."

"Yeah, I kinda thought that. Hence the change in clothes. Who changed me?"

"I did." Crap. He must have saw...

"What are those scars from, Hiccup?" Yup, he saw.

"Well, when you cut...they kinda leave a mark behind..." I said, not looking at him in the eyes.

My father ran his fingers through my hair.

"No more cutting." He said, cupping my chin. I nod. That promise is not something I plan on keeping though.

Suddenly, there is a knock on the door. My father leaves to answer the door. A midwife, one of Gothi's assistences, walks through my door with my father behind her. She smiles at me.

"Hello Hiccup," she says to me, smiling even bigger.

"Hi." I say, very quietly.

"Now, let me take a look at you." She turns to my father, "privately." I sigh a breath of relief when my father leaves.

She starts at my feet. I have scars all over my body, each with a different reason or story. One my feet, shoulders, hands, thighs, stomach, wrists, arms, legs, fingers, toes, ankles, chest, and my waist are a ton of scars. She looks at everyone.

"You're healing up nicely." She says, cheerfully. "No more cutting, Hiccup. You understand?"

"Yes ma'm."

"Good." She says, patting my cheek. Then, she leaves the room. After she leaves, Gobber comes through the door.

"How was it?"

"Uncomfortable."

Gobber chuckled. "Serves you right, scarring the entire village like that."

"When can I leave this bed?"

"I don't know, Hiccup. You know your father."

There was scilence until Gobber cleared his throat. "The kids...they want to see you."

"I don't want to see them." I say.

"Hiccup."

"Yes?"

"They're in your kitchen right now. It's only for a few minutes."

"Ug, Gobber!"

"Oh, hush. You'll be fine."

"Gobber, no." I plead. Gobber looks at me. "What are you afraid of?" He asks.

"They'll make fun of me even more! Please, just, no."

"They won't-"

"Yes they will! 'Oh, look, Hiccup screwed up, again!' Please!"

Gobber studies my face. He places a hand on my knee. "Alright. Get some rest, Hiccup." He places his other hand on my cheek. "You're warm." Worry is etched on his face. I push his hand away. "I'm fine."

Then, there was a knock on the door. My dad walked into my room.

"How are you?" He ran a hand through my hair. "Fine," I say, looking at both of the men.

"It's time to feed you again." My father looked at me.

"Can I please get out of this bed?"

"Absolutely not."

"Dad!"

My father took my small hand into his. "I'm not letting you out of my sight. Ok? Now, eat." He handed me a roll. Start small. I nibbled on the edges.

"I have to get back to the shop," said Gobber, walking out of the door. "Get well, Hiccup. I want my little apprentice back."

I smile. After I finished off my roll, I am instantly scooped up into my father's arms. He brushes my bangs out of my eyes and holds me close. Then, he starts to sing an old lullaby my mom used to sing me when I was little.

_Close those green eyes of yours_

_Wake when the sun rises high_

_Wash your face, finish your chores_

_Dream a dream, run or fly_

_When you sleep, you loose time_

_So, go to sleep sweet child of mine_

I smile. I close my eyes and even out my breathing. My father thinks I'm asleep. He kisses my forehead, puts me back in my bed, and tucks the covers all the way to my chin. I listen for his footsteps to fade.

Then, I jump out of bed, change my clothes, and lured myself out of the window.

I have a Night Fury to find.

**_ Haha, lol, you actually thought I was gonna leave Toothless to die? Well, I tricked you! Haha. Ok, well, not really. That was kinda stupid. _**

**_ I am so sorry it took so long! And, I know, it's not even that good. I promise it will be better next time._**


	5. Chapter 5

**Hello! Thanks for the reviews, so here is an update! Sorry that it took so long! Lol, you guys are gonna love this chapter. I own nothing.**

**Chapter 5**

**Overprotective**

I jumped out of my window. Even though I was on the second floor, the drop was only about 10 or 12 feet, and I had learned how to jump and land when falling great lengths. When I hit the ground, I let my legs crumble, I rolled into a ball, and rolled over one. When I stood up, except for a few scratches, I was fine.

My next problem was getting out of the village and into the forest. Since the chief's house is always at the top of the hill overlooking the village, I didn't have to get past a lot of people.

I quietly ran up the hill that led to the forest. Once I was in the protection of the forest, I breathed a sigh of relief. Free. I was free from the questions, the pity in their eyes, free from everything. And it felt good.

Then, I started running in the direction of where I shot down that night fury. I knew exactly where it was. I could feel it in my gut.

I went deeper and deeper into the forest, running past the sweet smell of flowers and rich soil. I followed the path of broken trees, because I knew that the night fury was the reason they were broken.

Finally, I reached a small hill where the path of broken trees stopped. Carelessly, I walked over the hill. I gasped as I realized that the night fury was there. It was tied up in ropes, except they were slowly breaking.

I could tell the night fury was going to die. It hadn't eaten in, well, how long was I out? I quietly walked over to it. That was when the ropes snapped.

I screamed as the night fury snapped into action. I fell down, trying to scoot away, but ended up pressed against a bolder.

Then night fury starred at me with beautiful green eyes, then let out a terrifying roar. I quivered in fear. And just like that, it was gone.

I took deep breaths. Holy. Crap. That just happened. When I finally got over the shock I stood. Which way did it go? Then, I heard a distance roar to my left. That way.

I began running after it, which I know was kinda stupid. I ran over to the edge of a cove, when I realized the night fury was trapped inside of it.

"Why don't you just, fly away?" I asked. Then I realized part of it's tail was missing. Did I do that? I watched as the night fury hunted fish in the pond. He only got a few, but the night fury was pleased and began scarfing the food.

I was so interested I didn't realize night was falling. Only when the night fury curled up into a ball went to sleep did I realize how late it was. How much time had past? Three hours? Four?

I quickly stood up and started running. What was my father going to do to me? No doubt in my mind that he already knew I was gone.

I could see the stars clearly as I was halfway through the trail of broken trees. The sun was long gone.

My hair got caught on a branch but I yanked it off. Ouch, ripping hair is painful. But I kept running. My now I was wheezing, my body begging me to stop and rest but my mind refused.

Then, the branches started hitting me, smacking me. Cuts and scrapes were my souvenirs of the painful hitting game the branches and I played.

I tripped on a root and flew face first into a giant pool of fresh mud. I was bathed head to toe in mud. I spit some out of my mouth, wiped it from my eyes, and kept going.

I hoped my punishment wasn't too bad.

**Stoick's POV**

My heart pounded in my chest and my mind started racing when I came up to check on Hiccup and he was gone.

Did he run away to try and kill himself? Oh, Odin, no. I would never forget the sight of my son, laying on the stretcher, pale as a sheet. I saw the tub, and I put two and two together. My Hiccup wanted to die. All because he didn't feel excepted. My poor Hiccup.

So, here I am, racing through the woods, trying to find my son. Night was falling and I started to panic. What if he was dead? What if he was hurt? What if he got attacked? What if he was kidnapped? There were so many what ifs.

Then, I saw something. A strand of soft, brown hair with a streak of auburn in it. It was stuck in a branch by a tree. This was Hiccup's. Hiccup was here. No one else on the island had hair like that. Val's dark brown hair, with streaks of my auburn hair in it could only belong to one person: Our son.

I bent down and noticed the tracks in the mud. Small footprints, the size of a ten year old, were covering the path. Hiccup had small feet, being a small boy. Hiccup was, after all, the size of a ten year old.

I followed the footprints. Hiccup had to be close.

"Hiccup!" I called.

No answer.

I was getting very, very, worried. "Hiccup!" I yelled.

Nothing.

I kept following his footprints, hoping they would lead me to my little, baby boy.

**Hiccup's POV**

I finally broke through the forest, and the sight of the village greeted me.

I started to get dizzy. Too much running, I pushed my body too far. I collapsed. I was still conscious, but my vision was hazy, I had a terrible head ache, and every muscle in my body was other numb or screaming in pain. I don't know how long I laid there.

Then, I heard a gasp, my name being said, and I was all of a sudden being lifted into strong arms. I didn't see who it was, because I lost consciousness.

When I woke up, I was in my bed. The fire crackled downstairs, the warmth from it making me relax.

But, then that vanished. I was lying in my bed, naked. My clothes were no where to be found. A bucket filled with dirty water and a rag laid on my night table. Someone had given me a bath. All of the dirt was gone, and I could feel the slight trace of lotion. I remembered when I was a baby, after every bath my mother would cover me in lotion or powder or oil. I always had soft skin as a baby.

But, being naked wasn't what was really bothering me. What really bothered me, was the thick rope tied around my waist. The other end of the rope was tied to the bed. So, this was my punishment. Being tied to the bed.

Then, I heard footsteps and looked over. My father was standing on the doorway. I felt embarrassed being naked in front of him. He walked over to me.

"How are you?" He said, examining my body. I felt the strange urge to cross my legs.

"Fine," I choked out.

He placed a hand on my forehead. "You scarred me, again. You had a high fever and I couldn't tell what was a bruise or what was mud. What did you do, take a mud bath?"

I smiled a little. "Yeah, basically."

My father smiled, but then his face was serious. "If you ever do that again..." He spoke in a warning tone, "I swear to Odin I will tie to a tree, no, I'll tie you to me, so everywhere I go, you'll have to go. You'll never leave my side. Understood?"

I nodded my head, scarred.

"You are not permitted to leave this bed, do you understand?"

"I don't think I'll being going anywhere soon," I said, gesturing towards the rope around my waist.

My father grimaced. "I didn't want to do that, but you left me no choice."

I nodded. "I have one question."

"Yes?" My father asked.

"Could I please put some clothes on? I'm kinda cold."

My father cracked a smile. "Yes, but I'll have to get you new clothes. Your others are ruined. Mud does not easily come out. You'll just have to borrow and old tunic of mine."

He disappeared down the stairs, but with in minutes came back up with a huge tunic. It was ten times my size, but it felt good to have something on.

"You need rest, Hiccup." My father said, pulling a thick blanket over me. "Go to sleep, my boy."

I was suddenly aware of how tired I was. My father began stroking my hair, singing one of my mom' old lullabies. And between the warmth and crackling of the fire, the coziness of the large tunic, and fact that I was safe and loved, I fell into a deep sleep.

**I hope you guys liked this chapter! I have some upcoming school stuff, so I don't know how much time I will be able to write. But, I will try to write. While your waiting, check out some of my other fanfics. *Offers cookies and lemonade***


	6. Chapter 6

**I am so behind on my writing. I am so sorry! I am trying to write as much as possible. I have not given up on any of my stories, so just please be patient. Thank you. I own nothing.**

**Chapter 6: Visitors**

I woke up warm and comfortable. The tunic felt good against my bare skin, and the morning sun seeped through my window.

I wanted to get out of bed, but then I remembered I was tied down. Just great.

Then, I heard footsteps. My door opened, and my father opened the door, smiling when he saw that I was awake.

"You have a visitor." He said. I really didn't want to talk or see anyone. But, I didn't have a choice.

Snotlout walked into my room. He was smiling, and his dark brown hair stuck out underneath his helmet.

"So, how's my baby cousin doing?" I glared at him. He knew that I hated it when he called me his 'baby cousin'. He was only older then me by two and a half months.

"If you came here to make fun of me, there's the door."

Snotlout's smile vanished. "I didn't come here to make fun of you."

"Then why are you here?"

"I want to know how you're doing." He walked over and sat on the edge of my bed.

"I'm fine."

He raised an eyebrow.

"I'm...ok."

He studied my small body. "The village..." He said, taking a deep breath, "they were such a mess after the...incident."

"Ok," I said, a little unsure.

"Hiccup, when Gobber found you in the bathtub, he was shaking, Hiccup. You scared us, all of us."

"Why?" I say, with acid in my voice. "Why were you all so scared about me dying? It's not like you actually all cared for me, accepted me. The only reason the village feels bad is because they drove me to do that. Not because they cared for me, not because they liked me. No, it was because they felt guilty."

"That's not true." Snotlout said.

"It sure is true!" I say to him. "Think about, what do I have to live for? I'm the runt of he village, my own father wishes I was never born, my nickname is 'Stoick's little embarrassment', I am not excepted, I'm an outcast, nobody wants me, all I am is dead weight. I don't mean anything. I'm just here."

"Hiccup," Snotlout said, "you're my cousin. You're family. You have a purpose, you just haven't found it yet. You're different, we know. But, you're right. We didn't accept you, and we made you feel like an outcast, dead weight. Only when we you were gone, unconscious for those three days did we realize how important you are. How much the village needs you."

"Stop wasting you're breath." I say.

"It's true. Just wait until you go outside into the village."

I looked down at my lap. Was Snotlout telling the truth? Did the village actually...miss me?

"How did you..." Snotlout swallowed. "How did you possibly do it? Not come up for air. Go through it. How?"

I looked at him, and studied his face. We didn't look alike. I mean, we had some similarities, but not many. Our eyes were the same shape, and we both had a small gap between our front teeth.

"It was easy," I say, looking down at my lap. "I just told myself that it would be over soon. No more misery, no more pain, no more rejection. I would be with my mom. I don't know, I just wanted to be any place but here."

"I couldn't do it," he said, "Where you really that desperate...to die?"

"Death was my only escape, Snotlout."

He shook his head. "That's not true. Maybe you could have..."

"Could have done what? Told someone about how I felt?" I laughed dryly. "Oh yeah, that is going to work."

Snotlout studied me. He lowered his gaze. "We grew up together. If you had died...I would have watched you're entire life. From the moment you were born to the moment you died."

He looked at me. Judging by his expression, he was remembering me, moments from my life. When I was three and would run after him, tripping over my own feet. When I was five and asked him to play. I was small, and my eyes where big and green, my hair, thin and whispy.

When I was seven and my mom died.

When I was eight and finally relized I was an outcast. When I was nine and the name calling started. Snotlout was part of that. When I was ten, I started isolating myself from people, but I was still trying to impress my dad. When I turned 11, I had developed my first thoughts of suicide. I had stopped trying to be the son my father wanted. When I was 12, I made my first cut. When I turned 13, I started cutting...often. I was officially depressed. Snotlout had asked me about he cuts. I said they were just me being careless.

I'm fourteen, and I die. Well, try to, atleast.

I met his eyes. They were watering. Snotlout never cries, never.

"Remeber when we were six...and your mom and us baked bread in your kitchen, but we did something wrong...and it came out flat?"

I gave him a little smile. "Yeah, I remember that."

"When you were unconscious...that's all everyone was thinking about. Memories of you."

I looked at my lap.

"Hiccup," Snotlout said. "Stoick...he was...a mess. When we found you. Everyone was. I've never seen him cry. We all thought you were dead."

I looked at him. Why was he making me feel like the bad guy? "You know.." I say to him, "I remembered everything you've ever said to me. Good and bad. Same goes we everyone else in the village."

"Hiccup, I'm so sorry. I-I don't know what was wrong with me."

We don't speak for a few moments.

"I should go." Said Snotlout. He stood up, but before he left, he placed his hand over my heart.

"Keep that beating, alright?" He gave me his famous smirk.

I gave him a half smile. He started to walk out the door, before:

"Hey, Snotlout?"

He turned around.

"Just remember...words can kill too.."

He looked at his feet, ashamed.

"And sometimes..." I say, "they are the strongest weapons against someone."

He nodded. "See you later, baby cousin." He winked at me, and then he was gone.

I laid down in my bed. When could I leave this thing? Probably in a long time. My body was tired, but my mind was racing. Maybe bed rest for a few more days would be good. Odin knows what the village will do when I finally leave this bed.

I curled up in a ball, studying the pattern on the banket.

What now?

**And that's it folks! I hoped you like it, please review. For this story, I'm going to add a little something next chapter. Sorry about the wait. Please review!**


	7. Chapter 7

**Hey guys! Thanks for all of the reviews! I own nothing.**

**Chapter 7: What Have I Done?**

I am standing on a ledge that is overlooking the ocean. The icy water is 100 yards below my feet. The cold sea breeze soaks into my skin, chilling me to the bone. I do not know why I am here.

It is storming. Lightening flashes and thunder rumbles. The sun is no where to be seen, the clouds cover every inch of the sky, making the world around dark as night.

"Hello?" I say. "Is anyone there?"

I hear footsteps behind me, and I spin around. It is my father. His face is hard, and he is glaring at me, his eyes peircing into my soul.

"You shouldn't be here." He booms.

"W-why not?" I ask.

"Why couldn't you have just died?!" He screamed at me. "Why couldn't you have just drowned in that tub? It would have been better for all of us!"

More people start to appear behind him. Gobber, Astrid, Snotlout, Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and more people from the village. Their eyes are completely black, and their faces are set into a hard scowl.

"Why couldn't you have died!" Someone screams.

"I regret saving you." Gobber sneers at me, "I regret pulling you out of that tub."

"No," I mumble. "I tried, I did!"

"Go away!" They scream. "We don't want you here!"

I let out a sob. How could they say this, after everything they've been preaching to me? How much they missed me and wanted me? Why would they lie?

"I'm sorry!" I sob. "I'm sorry. Just let me be! Please!"

"We won't rest," Someone sneers, "Until you've been _removed._"

They started walking towards me. I moved my feet to run, but something had stopped me. I looked down, and realized that a rope had been tied around my waist and was anchored in the ground.

"No!" I scream. I sob as I fight against the rope, but to no avail.

Someone grabs my arm. I scream as more and more hands grab me.

"Let go!" I scream. I fight again them, but more and more hands latch onto me. They push me to the ground, my face slamming into the hard surface. I sob and scream, but nobody is reacting.

The rope around my waist disappears, and my arms are pushed against my back and tied up. I scream.

"Stop! Please!"

I'm lifted off of the ground. My father is dragging me to the edge of the cliff.

"Please! Just let me go!" I sob.

He picks me up, and dangles me over the cliff.

"Today," he booms behind me. "is the day we will no longer have to deal with this good-for-nothing runt! An embarrassment to our tribe! Let us be rid of him!"

I hear cheering in the background.

And then, my father let's go of me, and I plummet down into the icy water. My hands are tied, so I can't swim. I'll drown. I scream as the cold wind rushes past me, freezing every inch of me. I let a blood curling scream, and then another one, and another one. I sob as I realize there is no hope. The icy, dark water that craves to take my life envelops me, and I scream and sob as I hit the water.

Then I wake up.

I shoot up in bed, letting out a blood curling scream. I'm shaking uncontrollably, and the sobs that rack my body won't stop coming. I take deep breaths.

Strong arms grab me, and at first I think it was one of the people in my dream, and I let out a frightened cry, struggling to be free.

"Hiccup," It's my father's voice. It's not cruel and loud like the one in my dream, it is soft and gentle. He hugs me close to his body.

"It was just a dream...just a dream, Hiccup...it's not real...just a dream." He says to me, running his hands through my hair, trying to calm me down.

Unknowingly, I reach up and take a fist full of his tunic, as if it is my only anchor to the world.

"Shhhhh, Hiccup. You're all right." My father soothes. He cups the side of my face and runs his massive thumb along my cheek bone.

I let out a dry sob as he tries to calm me down. "Breath, Hiccup." My father commands.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but it didn't make much of a difference.

"Son, you're shaking." He pulls me closer to his chest, murmuring words of comfort.

"I-I'm s-sorry." I say, letting out another sob.

"Shhhhh, Hiccup."

I let out another sob. "Shhhhhhh." My father whispers.

"Do you want to talk about it?" I shake my head no.

My father kisses my cheek. "I'll be right back."

Suddenly, I am placed back on my bed, and I hear my father go downstairs. Then, I hear clinking and see him in my doorway, a giant, steamy mug in his hand.

He pulls me back into his arms and eases the edge of the mug between my lips. I grab the mug, but he is the one doing most of the holding. Most of the time, I would tell my father that I'm too old to be 'nursed'. I can drink on my own. But, I was so shaken, I didn't care.

"Easy there son." He says to me. The warm milk and honey runs down my throat, soothing me. I take a deep breath. My father puts the mug on my night table. I remembered that after my mom died, I used to get terrible nightmares. The only way to calm me down, was to give me a mug of milk and honey.

I hiccup a little bit after my uncontrollable sob feast, which my father chuckles at. He kisses my hair and rubs my cheek.

"Are you all right my boy?" He asks with worried eyes.

"Yes, I-I'm fine."

My father studies my face. "Are you sure? You're still shaking."

"I'm alright."

He smiles at me. "Here." He grabs a rag from my night stand and soaks it in warm water. He gets some of the moisture of it, and the he cleans my face with it. My tears disappear.

"Sorry to wake you." I say as he rubs the rag along my forehead.

"Hiccup, don't apologize." He runs the rag underneath my eyes.

"I just didn't want to disrupt your sleep." I say. He rubs the rag under my nose.

"Hiccup, you're my child. Your needs come first."

He puts the rag down. It felt weird him saying that. Normally, I wasn't treated as a human being. Now father is putting my needs first? This is new to me.

"I know...but still." I look up at him through my thick eyelashes. My father never babied me. He always just told me to be tough. Now, here I am, pressed against his chest, being kissed and coddled.

I move closer into his chest, but I can't move. I'm stuck. I have the flashback to my dream, the rope tied around me.

I start breathing heavily. Oh no. I start to shake even more, and I let a sob out.

"Hiccup," my father says, "Hiccup, you're alright. Hush, my boy. You're alright."

I forgot about the rope tied to my waist. It started to hurt; rubbing against my skin. I whimpered as I felt the rope rub against my hip bones and the sides of my waist.

"What is it? What's wrong?"

"The rope," I murmur, "it hurts."

My father looks down at my waist. Sadness plays across his face. "I'm sorry Hiccup. I want to untie you, it's just-"

"You're afraid of me taking off again." I finish his sentence. My father grazes my cheek with his hand.

"I'm sorry, son." He traces my collarbone, which is visible through the giant tunic I am wearing. "Are you hungry?"

I shake my head. My eye lids start to droop.

"Go back to sleep, my boy." He says to me, gently placing me back on the bed. He pulls the covers all the way up to my chin, and then he smooths down my hair.

"Sorry, again." I say through a yawn as I curl up into a ball.

My father lightly scolds me. Before I drift off completely, I hear my father say,

"What have I done?"

**And that's it! Don't worry, Astrid is going to visit Hiccup next. I'm writing that right now. Please review!**


	8. Chapter 8

**Thanks for all ****of the reviews! This chapter is mostly focusing on Astrid and Hiccup. I own nothing.**

**Chapter 8: You're Not A Mistake**

The bright sun made the inside of my eyelids red. I had uncurled myself from my little ball sometime during he night.

I felt a hand on my hand. It was holding my hand, rubbing it's thumb across certain parts, and it was playfully bending some of my fingers, as if the owner of the hand was bored.

I opened my green eyes and was met with a pair of blue eyes. Astrid's eyes.

"Astrid?" I asked. I withdrew my hand and sat up in bed.

"Hey, sleepy head." She joked.

"What time is it?" I asked. The sun was high up in the sky, but how late could it really be?

"Try 3:00 in the afternoon."

I raised my eyebrows. "Are you serious?"

She laughed as she nodded. "You're dad told me you got a nightmare around 2:00 in the morning. So, we kind of expected you to sleep in late."

"What time did you get here?" I asked. Did she just watch me sleep all day?

"I got here around 7:00 this morning."

"Oh," I said, uncomfortable. What did she do this entire time?

"Don't worry I didn't go snooping around in your room." She rolled her eyes.

"Then what did you do?" I asked.

She smiled at me. "You sure are adorable when you sleep. You know that?"

I blushed. "No, I didn't."

"Well, you are."

"You still didn't answer my question."

She sighed. "I basically just watched you sleep the entire time."

I raised my eyebrows. That seems very unAstrid of her.

"Alright," she sighed, "I did go snooping. I didn't do too much digging."

My jaw dropped. What did she find?

"You know most people don't like it when others go snooping while their sleeping."

"Oh, please. It's not like I found anything super important. Although you are an amazing artist."

My blush deepened. "Er, thanks."

She smiled at me. "So, what are you doing here?"

"I came to visit." She said. "Snotlout visited you, and he told the entire village what you said, and ever since Stoick started letting people visit, well, there is a long list of people trying to visit you."

"Why does everyone want to visit?"

She shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "Well, Hiccup. We all miss you."

I gave her a dry laugh. "That's what everyone keeps saying. I know that's not true. You feel guilty. You don't miss me."

Astrid drew her eyebrows together. She was mad. "Why are you so certain that life will be better without you?"

"Because for my entire life, nobody has cared. And you know it, Astrid."

She put her hand on my shoulder, but I tensed up. The whole affection thing was new to me.

"Why didn't you leave?" I asked.

"What?" She asked.

"Why didn't you leave after you found out I was asleep?"

"Oh," she bit her lip and looked down. "Well, your father wanted someone to be their for you when you woke up."

I knew what she meant. My father wanted me to be watched 24/7. This way, I could never leave. I would always be watched.

"Oh, ok." I said.

"Hiccup," Astrid began, "you're father is just trying to protect you."

"I know." I said, looking at my lap.

"Hey," she said cheerfully, "Don't get all sad on me."

She took her hand and gently raised my chin, making me look her in the eye.

"I never realize how pretty your eyes where...bright green mixed with light brown. Beautiful."

My face turned a light pink and I turned my head. She smiled at my embarrassment. For a few moments all she did was stare at my face.

"What?" I asked.

"I'm just counting your freckles. It was easier to do this when you were asleep."

My face turned bright red.

"You're not useless, you know."

I gave her a confused look. She pulled something out beneath her skirt. It was a piece of paper with smeared writing on it.

It was the letter I wrote to her.

"Thank you for writing to me." She said, "Although I had a hard time agreeing with anything you had to say."

"Um, Astrid-"

"Dear, Astrid." She read, "I've decided that it is my time to go. Thanks for being my only friend when we were little, even if you did abandon me once you found out I was different. But, I don't blame you. You wanted to be normal and I complicated your life. I'm a mistake, Astrid. I'm a disease. I need to be removed. I'm doing all of you a favor. I know you won't cry when you find my body, no one will. This world isn't where I belong. All I do is cause trouble. You all will be better off without me. Good-bye Astrid. It is my time to go. Hiccup."

She looked at me with her light blue eyes. They shone with tears.

"You are wrong, Hiccup." I didn't look at her. "You're not a mistake. You are perfect. Absolutely perfect."

I felt strong hands on both sides of my face. I was forced to look up. Then, soft lips crashed onto mine. I tried to break away, but Astrid's grip only tightened. When she broke apart, she didn't stop. She kissed my forehead, the tip of my nose, both cheeks, between my eyebrows, above my eyebrows, she kissed the scar on my chin, and then she kissed each temple.

"Don't ever say those things ever again." She whispered to me after she finished kissing my entire face. "You are so loved, Hiccup. Don't ever forget that."

I smiled at her. Suddenly we heard the door opened and closing, heavy footsteps making their way up to my room.

"Ill see you later, alright Hiccup?" She kissed the tip of my nose one last time.

My father appeared in the doorway, just as Astrid started leaving.

"Hiccup," my father said, "you're awake. Thank you, Astrid."

Astrid flashed him a smile and then walked down the stairs.

"How long have you been awake?"

"Only for a little bit." I said.

"How was Astrid?" He asked, forcing me to lay back down on my bed, pulling the covers all the way up and tucking me in. He gently kissed, my forehead.

"She was fine." I said. My father brushed my bangs out of my eyes and gently carcasses my face.

"Really?" He asked.

"Really."

**And that's chapter 8! Who do you want to visit next? How did you like this chapter? Please review! I only have three weeks of school!**


	9. Chapter 9

**I AM INCREDIBLY SORRY FOR THE WAIT. I love you all.**

**Chapter 9**

I woke up to find a familiar face looming over me.

"Your awake!" The voice said.

"Fishlegs?" I asked, groggily. "What are you doing here?"

"Visiting." He said.

I didn't know Fishlegs that well. Although, there was a time that we were best friends. But, just like everyone else, he left. With even saying goodbye.

Fishlegs timidly opened his mouth and said, "How are you?"

I nodded my head slightly. "Good. Well, better."

"You look better." He said. "Astrid said that you looked healthier, but it was kinda hard to compare because you always looked a certain way, but we've just-"

"Fishlegs," I interrupted. "I'm great. Ok?"

He smiled and nodded. There was silence for a second, when Fishlegs looked up at me, his gaze never leaving my face.

"You look different, last time I saw you. Last time anyone saw you."

"Well, sometimes the heat in the forge-"

"No, I mean the most recent time I've seen you." His voice had sudden hint of darkness to it. "On a stretcher."

I looked down at my lap. Why was everyone acting liked hey cared? It was all an act. We were all acting. I was acting, pretending to be better. They were acting, pretending to care.

"I didn't look that bad, did I?"

Fishlegs swallowed. "Hiccup, you were pale, cold, and well...dead."

"I wasn't dead, I was unconscious."

"But you were trying to be dead." Fishlegs said. He looked down at his lap, and sighed. "I read the letter...that you wrote to me."

I looked at Fishlegs. "I'm sorry if-"

"No, no, no!" Fishlegs said, "It's alright."

"Then, what's wrong?" I asked. Fishlegs wasn't his usual self.

"Some of the things you said, I never realized what I was doing to you Hiccup...all those years.."

"Fishlegs, don't blame yourself."

Fishlegs pulled a piece of paper out of his boot. The letter. And just like how Astrid did, he began to read:

_"Dear Fishlegs,_

_Remember that time when we were best friends? When we would build small boats together and then laugh as it sank? Do you remember when we would build sandcastles, only for them to be washed away? Remember when we were little, and when image didn't matter?_

_Well, I do. And I miss it._

_I hope your life is going great. I never knew how it was going into a certain point because that was when the joy of being a free little kid stopped._

_They weren't kidding when they said ignorance is bliss._

_I don't blame you for leaving me. Everyone left me, and I don't blame them one bit. Just promise me you won't do it again? It hurts to be ignored._

_Well, I have to go. I'll be watching over you. I hope you have a great life. And let the memories we made as kids live on._

_Remember me, your lost best friend._

_-Hiccup."_

"You are a great person, Hiccup." Fishlegs said, "And don't let anyone tell you differently."

I smiled at him and nodded.

He wrapped his cubby arms around my small frame, and hugged me so tightly I thought my ribs would crack.

I wanted to hug him back but the rope around my waist only let me go so far. I needed to get this rope off.

I thought about it as Fishlegs stood up and left.

The sooner I get this rope off, the sooner I get back to that Night Fury.
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**If you don't like the story don't read it. I'm sorry if my grammar isn't that great, I'm doing my best. **

**Please stop the hate.**

**I love to write, but just stop. I like it when people give me tips and advice, but not when they downright trash my story. **

**So...I guess this is chapter 10.**

**Chapter 10**

I gazed down at the rope around my waist. I needed to find a way to be free of this stupid rope. I needed to see the Night Fury.

It was pretty tight around my waist, and whenever I tried to escape, the harsh material of the rope would scratch against my hip bones which was extremely painful.

I laid completely down. My hip bones stuck out, and I tried to wiggle my way out of the rope, but it kept getting caught on my hip bones.

_Ok, Hiccup. It'll only hurt for a little bit._ I bit down on my tongue and pulled. I hissed in pain as my hip bones screamed at me to stop, but I kept pulling.

But it wouldn't budge.

I slumped down on my bed in defeat. There had to be way. There wasn't a knife in my room anyway, and my dad made sure or that. But, maybe I didn't need a knife...

The flickering of the candle next to my bed made me stop. Maybe I could burn the rope off.

Not one of my best ideas, like what if the entire rope sets on fire. Better not chance it.

I need a knife. there isn't one in my room but maybe...

A plan formed in my head.

"Dad!" I called. "Dad!"

I heard the heavy footsteps of my father on the stairs and he appeared in the doorway. He looked funny, since he was such a huge man that he had to duck so he wouldn't hit his head on the door frame.

I noticed he had taken his helmet off, and by looking at the many knifes that were on his belt I could tell he was doing some hard work.

"Yes, Hiccup? Is something wrong?"

"Um, I was wondering if I could have another visitor."

My father sighed and gazed over my small frame. "I'm sorry Hiccup, but I'd rather not."

"Oh, alright." I sighed. Time for plan B.

"But it's alright," My father said, sitting down next to me. "You've got me."

I smiled up at him. He wrapped his huge arms around me, and I fought to wrap my arms around him. My hand touched a cool piece of metal.

A knife on my dad's belt. I carefully and quickly detached it from his belt and curled it in my hand, trying to hide it. When we broke apart I quickly stole it underneath the covers.

"I love you," he said to me, gently pressing his lips to my forehead.

I smiled at him. "I love you too, Dad."

He walked out of my door and as I heard his footsteps fade, I pulled the knife out of the covers.

Not bad for a Hiccup, eh?

I quickly tried to cut the thick rope. After many tries, they rope started to break, making it easier to cut. Suddenly, it snapped as I gave a good final try.

I was free.

**So, if the hate continues I might not keep going because why write a story nobody likes? Anyways, I hate to give up on it, but I'm currently busy with two of my other stories, so you can go check those out as you wait for an update.**


	11. Chapter 11

**So sorry for the wait! I've been really busy plus I've added many more stories to my work load. Thank you to everyone for leaving me wonderful comments and thank you for everyone who stuck with this story! It's been forever since I've updated but I'm going to try to be quicker. I wrote the first part of this on September 26, 2014, the one year anniversary of one of my friend's death, so sorry for all the angst.**

**Alright, let's begin!**

**Chapter 11: Coming to Terms**

I ran through the forest, letting the branches smack against my bare skin. I felt free. I imagined myself in heaven, or wherever I would have ended up if I was successful. I thought about a beautiful, bright sun, angels singing, my mother wrapping her warm arms around me, me getting my own set of wings, and becoming an angel of heaven.

I took a deep breath, and breathed in the scent of dirt, air, and sunshine. I was finally at peace. Even if I wan't in the ground, or on a boat, I was at peace. And this was as close to heaven as I was going to get.

I wasn't paying attention to where I was going, but I ended up exactly where I wanted to go. The cove; where I was the last time I 'escaped'.

I sat down on the ground, looking at my refection in the small pond. I traced my finger along the surface of the water. I thought about what it would have been if I had died. They would make a casket for me, and place my body in it. They would wash my body, dress me, and then place me in the coffin, my hands folded over my chest. My father would have one last look at me, and then he would close the casket, place me on a boat, or place me in the ground.

Out of sight, out of mind.

But, what would happen to me? Odin, or whoever decided my fate, would not be pleased that I had taken my own life. But, what else could I do? Everyone hates me on Berk, even my own father. I had nothing to stay for. I didn't see the point of life anymore.

Hot, fat tears of frustrtration, anger, and sadness fell from my eyes, and made a trail on my cheeks. I was done with being compared to everyone else. I didn't want to die, I wanted to escape my pain.

Suddenly, I felt warm breath down my neck, and I froze. I was at the cove, which was where I left the _Night Fury. _I slowly turned around, expecting the worse. I expected the black reptile to tear me to shreds, his gleaming green eyes piercing my soul as I screamed for help.

But, what I got was a curious look on a playful dragon. It's head was tilted, and it's tongue lounged out of it's mouth, as if it was thinking, _why you sad, human?_

"Uh, hi." I said, my heart pounding in my chest as it just stared at me, it's curious green eyes never leaving my matching ones. It eyed the scars on my wrist and toothpick legs.

I gave the dragon a nervous smile, in which the dragon attempted at returning. "Huh." I said. "Toothless. I could have swore you had-"

And with that, the dragon's teeth appeared right through the gums. "Oh."

"Toothless." I said. "Toothless the dragon."

I stood up from my position and faced the dragon. "I'm sorry." I mumbled. "About shooting you down...and doing that to your tail fin."

The dragon narrowed his eyes at me. He took his big snout and pushed my chest. I lost my balance and fell right into the pond. The water soaked through my tunic and made my hair stick to my forehead.

"Hey!" I said. Toothless gave me another gummy smile, and I sighed. "I guess that's revenge for what I did to you."

I then took my hand and splashed him. I got it up his nose, because he snorted and then gave me a look that said, "_Game on_."

He forced water in my direction and ended up getting me even more soaked. "Hey!"

I stood up then, the mud feeling weird on my bare feet. I pushed water in his direction, and laughed when he did the same to me. I let a laugh escape from me, and it seemed as though that Toothless was laughing as well.

I held my hands up, calling a truce. I was soaked from head to toe, and the water was bone-chillling cold, but I didn't care. This dragon made me feel wanted, unlike so many other people. It was an odd, unfamiliar feeling, but it was there, and I wasn't going to let that go.

The splashing stopped, and for a moment, we just stared at each other. I must have been out of my mind, but the next moment I had outstretched my hand in Toothless direction. I closed my eyes, waiting for him to bite my hand off or something, but when I felt the slightly damp scales on my palm, I looked up in surprise.

Because, Toothless, a _Night Fury, _willingly touched me. I smiled, a real, pure, smile. I finally felt at peace. Toothless quickly drew away, but seemed pleased with himself.

And then I heard my name call in the distance.

It was my father, no doubt in my mind. He's going to be so mad, after sneaking out twice now, I just know. What was he going to do? Tie me to a tree and put the whole village on guard duty? Yet, still, I needed to get back. If they searched too well and too close, they'd find Toothless. And that couldn't happen.

Toothless heard the voices too, and looked over at me, half concerned, half scared.

"Don'y worry," I told him. "I'll take care of it. I have to go, but, I promise I'll be back."

I gave him one last smile, and then ran back to the entrance of the cove. Time to see how much trouble I'll be in this time.


	12. Chapter 12

**Wow. Ok. Thanks, TheOneWithTheScar for abandoning this piece for fricken seven months. Not like I left you guys on a cliffhanger or anything. Oh, wait, I DID!**

**I'm a horrible person. But, I'm updating. *hides behind a table as readers throw cookies and lemonade in my direction***

**Ok, I deserved that. **

**I really am sorry that I haven't been updating this story. I noticed that this story has over 400 follows, and I was just like, *I must write***

**But, seriously, this story is my second popular story, Lost Prince being my first. So, I will try harder. I truly will.**

**Alrighty, enough with the dilly dallying, it's time to get this chapter started!**

**Chapter 12**

* * *

><p>I ran through the forest like a terrible terror on the loose, my bare feet smacking into the ground and my scrawny limbs colliding against loose branches. Breathing became harder the more I ran, but I needed to distance myself as far as I could from Toothless.<p>

The village couldn't know about my dragon. They just couldn't.

I looked over my shoulder, and saw deep into the woods. The cove had disappeared some time ago, but Vikings were curious and big on conquering everything and anything. I needed to get further away.

Apparently, I underestimated how far I had ran, because I smacked right into something extremely solid. I was running at full speed, so the collision sent me sprawling back. I landed painfully on my backside as my body hit the muddy ground.

"Oh! Thank Thor!" Strong and familiar arms wrapped around my body, hoisting me off of the ground. I was pressed to their chest so tightly I thought my ribs were going to break.

Finally, their grip loosened and I looked up into the familiar face of my father.

Shit.

"Hiccup!" He exclaimed. "Where were you? And why are you wet?"

"Uh," What could I say? _I met a very nice dragon in the forest that didn't rip my face off so I got into a water fight with him. He's also a night fury btw. _

"Oh gods." He mumbled, his voice slightly cracking. "Hiccup..did you...did you try again?"

At first I didn't get what he was saying. Try what again? And then I put two and two together.

I shook my head violently. "No, dad, I didn't. I trip and fell into a puddle."

"Your soaking wet."

"It was a really big puddle."

He looked down at me with concern eyes. They no longer had disappointment or frustration in them, like how they always used to look whenever they looked down at me. "How can I know your telling the truth?"

"Um.." I chewed on my bottom lip. "I'm alive?"

My father gave me a frustrated sigh. "Hiccup, I don't understand why you do this! Why do you insist on running away and trying to kill yourself?"

"Dad, I promise I didn't-"

"I'm doing the best I can. I"m sorry, alright? Please, just let me be your father."

I casted my gaze down to the ground. "I didn't try to kill myself, ok? I just needed to get out."

His strong hands cupped my entire face and and made me look into his eyes. Grey. I wonder what I would look like if I had grey eyes.

"I told you not to, Hiccup." His voice was stern, and suddenly I felt very small.

"Dad! Please, come on! If you were locked in your bedroom for days on end wouldn't you want to get out too? Please, just listen-"

But, I was cut off as he squished my face together, making it impossible to talk. I looked like a puffer fish.

"Sh. I get it. Let's get home and get you cleaned up. We'll talk about your punishment later, ok?"

"Hat?" I tried to say 'what', but my face was still in my father's grasp, and it made talking hard.

"STOICK!" The sound of Gobber's voice sent relief over my body. Maybe Gobber could talk some sense into him. Said blonde viking made his way over to where we were standing. My father's grip loosened on my face, and I took the opportunity and wrenched my face from his grasp.

"Oh, thank the gods, you've found him." Gobber said, sending me a smiling. "Went on a little adventure, didn't ya lad?"

I gave Gobber a small smile. "Just a little one. It can get stuffy in my room." I sent a glare towards my dad.

"You have a window." He justified.

"Stoick." Gobber sighed, tiredly. "Remember when you came down with the eel pox when we were teens? Remember being stuck in bed for two weeks and having nothing else to do but stare at your ceiling?"

My father rolled his eyes. "Where are you going with this Gobber?"

"It's exactly how your boy feels! Ever since Hiccup could crawl he's been a moving ball of energy. You can't contain that for a long period of time and then expect everything to be alright!"

My father looked down at me. His face seemed as though he couldn't make up his mind. Finally, he gave me a tired sigh. "Alright, I guess I understand."

He kneeled down to my height and put his hand on my shoulder. "I'll allow you to go outside of the house and roam the village."

A smile broke onto my face. "Really?"

"But, only during the day. I want you home exactly when the sun starts setting."

"Ok. Sun set. Got it."

"And you have to check in with me at noon."

"Check in at noon. Great." I was bouncing in excitement. I was finally allowed to walk the streets! I was finally allowed to be a human and not be locked up in my room!

And then, Toothless struck my thoughts.

"Wait...what about the forest? Can I go in there?"

My father's lips twisted as he thought of an answer. I knew he wanted to say no, but I really needed him to say yes.

"Only for an hour a day." I suggested.

My father eyed me. "Thirty minutes, tops."

My face was starting to hurt with how much I was smiling. "YES!"

"Ok, ok." My father said. "Now let's get you home, and get you cleaned up. We still have to discuss your punishment."

The smile from face melted. "Punishment? Wh-, why?"

He raised an eyebrow at me. "Because you gave me a heart attack when I saw your bed empty. That's why."

I slumped my shoulders and starred back down at the ground. It wasn't because I was worried my father was going to spank me or anything, (He's only spanked me once when I was eight, and he didn't realize how hard he was hitting me. My hip was set out of place, and it seemed more like a punishment for him as I cried and wailed in pain as a midwife had to position it correctly.)

No, I was worried that he was going to make me spend all of my free days roaming the village down at the docks, sorting out fish and carrying heavy boxes. Some labor work that would keep me busy and outside.

"Hey." My father took his index finger and raised my chin. "Don't look like I'm sentencing you to jail or something."

"Might as well." I said, closing my eyes. "You're just going to make me do hard labor so I can't wonder around the village and be free."

"Aw." My father cooed at me. "You don't think I'm that bad of a father, do you?"

I scrunched up my eyebrows and looked up into his face. "What?"

"Please, I'm not going to do that to you. You...you deserve some freedom."

My face broke out into an even bigger smile as I bounced excitedly. "Really? Thank you!"

"Yeah, yeah." My father smiled at me. "C'mon, let's get you home."

I started to walk towards our house, when my father grabbed me from behind and lifted me into his arms. I squirmed, my ankles dangling slightly. "Dad." I whined, "You said-"

"Oh, no. You're new freedom starts tomorrow. I still have the rest of the evening with you." My father gave me a playful smile, and jostled me slightly in a playful manner.

"Ug." I said, leaning my head back onto his tree trunk arm. "Just kill me already."

My father's grip tightened around me as I realized what I had just said. I shot my head up. "I didn't mean that! It's an expression..er, I mean, like-"

"Hey." My father said gently. "You don't have to walk around eggshells with me. I get it."

I relaxed slightly in his arms, not realizing how much I actually liked being carried by my father.

But don't tell anyone I ever said that.

* * *

><p>"This is humiliating." I said as a bucket of water was dumped over my head.<p>

"That's kinda the point, Hiccup." My father replied, smiling a bit. He then grabbed the soap from the edge of the tub and rubbed it against a deer skin cloth.

"You couldn't have thought of anything else?" I said as he handed me the cloth. I started to scrub myself with the cloth, ignoring my father.

"A bath and a punishment. Killing two birds with one stone." My father smiled at me as he proceeded to dump an additional bucket over my head.

I spit water out of my mouth and tried to clear my eyes. "Best dad of the year." I said sarcastically.

I scrubbed the rest of my body clean as I grabbed another form of liquid soap.

"You know, you're suppose to wash your hair first, and then your body." My father said to me.

"I know." I said, lathering the soap into my hair. The bath water was slowly becoming brown the more I cleaned myself. My father dumbed two other buckets over my head. I pushed my wet bangs out of my eyes and looked over at him. "Can I get out now?"

"Hm. Alright." As I quickly got out of the bathtub, my father grabbed me a towel. I shivered slightly from the cool air, but soon my father wrapped the towel around my body. I snuggled into the warmth, and relaxed.

My father was still scarred to let me take a bath by myself. (What if you tried something?!) So, my punishment was that he had to help me take a bath. It was a lot more worse than it sounds.

"Come on." My father said, putting an arm around me and steering me towards the house. "Let's get you in some clean clothes, ok?"

I just nodded as we entered our house. The fire was blazing in the center, heating the entire space. Food was already placed on the table, and the smell made my mouth water.

"I laid a tunic out for you on your bed. Go ahead and put it on and we can start dinner."

I smiled up at him as I ran up the stairs. Sure enough, there was a reddish tunic laying out on my bed. And, by the looks of it, it was longer than my previous one.

I quickly dried off and placed the garment on my body. It was warm and comfortable, and smelled like my house.

I made my way downstairs and sat down at our table. My father placed a plate of beef and potatoes in front of me. I took a sip of my water and dug in.

I finished before my father did. He was eating an entire boar tonight, while I could barely finish a leg. I peeked up at him through my bangs, and saw that he was starring at me.

"What?" I asked.

My father smiled at me. "Nothing. You just look tired."

I shrugged my shoulders, trying not to yawn. "A little."

My father chuckled a bit and finished the boar. He stood up and wiped his hands on a nearby rag. "Alright, let's get you to bed."

I whined slightly. "I'm not _that _tired." I said.

"Yes, you are. Now come on, or else I'll carry you up there."

I willingly stood up fro my position at the table. "Are you sure you don't need help cleaning up?"

"Nope." My father replied, leading me towards the steps.

"Really? Because I'm willing to, if you want-"

"No, Hiccup. You need rest. I can take care of it myself."

We had entered my bedroom. He gently pushed me towards my bed. I slowly got into my bed, snuggling into the blankets as my father placed them onto my body.

"Sleep well, Hiccup." He murmured, swooping down and laying a soft kiss on my forehead. "And no running off." He told me sternly. I smiled at him and nodded. "Good."

I cuddled into my pillow as my father walked down the steps, allowing sleep to take me.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, there you are beautiful readers. A much needed update.<strong>

**Please review and I will really try my best to update as soon as I can. Thanks again for reading and I'll see you next time.(:**


End file.
